
[From the Boston Mercantile Journal.]
THE THIRTEEN VOTES,

OR THE WAGER.

A TRt'E STORV.

In a town in the interior of the Granite State,
not many years since, a gentleman of some pro¬
perty, and not a little political -consideration, resi¬
ded, whose name we shall call Martin, lie was

a great stickler for party principles, insomuch
that he was sometimes induced by party zeal to

\iolate his moral duties. On one occasion, in

particular, when a very important clcction was

taking place, upon the result of which, perhaps,
the verv cxistcneeof his party depended, he was

. so carried Sway by his party feelings as to de-

posite thirteen voles for one individual at the
. same time in the ballot-box, in defiance of the
law, which provides that no man, to whichever
party he may happen to belong, or however
worthy may be his favorite candidate, shall de-
pnsite more than one ballot for anv one indivi¬
dual, for one office.

\\ aitie Martin was unfortunately detected in
this equivocal act.and, although no legal action
was had in relation to the subject, vet there were

those in the town in which he resided, who were

unwilling to admit that excess of party zeal was

a sufficient apology for his dereliction of moral
duty.and the simple act of depositing thirteen
votes (or one candidate, at one time, in the bal¬
lot-box. although palliated and excused by some
of his warm political friends, was severely cen¬

sured by others. This occurrence furnished a

subject of conversation among the worthy citi¬
zens of the town for several weeks.at the end
of which time it gradually and partially diedawav,
but was not forgotten. Poor Mr. Martin was

doomed to hear the words "thirteen votes," oc¬

casionally repeated by his political foes in the
most significant manner.evidently with the de¬
sign of disturbing the equanimity of his feelings.
In this they succeeded but too well. These
words, so harmless in themselves, or when ap¬
plied to others, if addressed to Mr. Martin, or

ever tittered in his hearing, seemed to possess
t|ie power of a magic cabala, so wonderful and so

instantaneous u-ns the effect which they produced
oh the conduct and appearance of that gentle¬
man. The moment "thirteen votes" reached his
ear, his features were clouded with a frown ofin¬
dignation.his eyes were lit up with a most un¬

holy tire.his hands involuntarily grasped the
nearest weapon of offence within his reach, and
his voice, naturally clear and sonorous, was

changed into deep and unearthly mutterings. re¬

sembling the sound of distant* thunder, or the
rumblings of the pent up volcano. Indeed, the
effect produced on sir Pierce Shafton, by the
sight ot the bodkin, as related in the* Monastery
of Sir W alter Scott, was not more sudden and
terrible than the effect produced on Watlie Mar¬
tin, by repeating the simple words, "thirteen
votes." His weakness on this point was pro¬
verbial, and a wicked youth of the village, now
a very worthy and respectable legal practitioner
in the city of Boston, once made Martin's infirmi¬
ty the means of playing off a mischievous and
cruel practical joke, to the great amusement of
the by-slanders.

Mr. Smith, the young gentleman to whom we

allude, being one day at the village-tavern, enter¬
ed into conversation with a genteel looking stran¬

ger, while the landlady was preparing some re¬

freshment, with which to recruit the exhausted
frame and spirits of her guest. The conversa¬

tion turned on the difficulty of pronouncing some

of the names of places of Indian origin, "which
are so frequently met with in the New England
States, in the midst of the colloquy, Mr. Smith
saw his political opponent, Wattie Martin, com¬

ing down the road. lie was certain that Wattie
would pop into the tavern, and in the spur of the
moment, laid his plan accordingly.
"What you say, sir," said Mr. Smith, "about

those jawbreaking names, is perfectly correct; I
agree with you entirely, and am very happy to
make the acquaintance of a gentleman "of so much
taste. But, my dear sir, there are familiar Eng¬
lish words, and combinations of words, which
although Ahev may not be very difficult to pro¬
nounce, are exceedingly difficult to repeat. For
instance., it is almost impossible for any one. not
acquainted with the practice, to pronounce the
words, thirteen votes! thirteen rotes.' thirteen
votes.' for any length of time, without making the
most ludicrous mistakes."

"Thirteen votes! thirteen votes! thirteen votes!"
repeated the stranger, "I do not see any difficul¬
ty in that. I could go 0:1 repeating the words,
thirteen votes! thirteen votes! thirteen votes, until
to-morrow morning."

"It is far more difficult mv dear sir, than vou

imagine," replied Mr. Smith, in his blandest
manner: "I am not much in the habit of betting,
but for the curiosity of the tiling, I am willing to
fcet you the price of a dinner for yourself and
horse, that you cannot repeat, in rapid succes¬
sion, the words, thirteen votes, thirteen votes,
thirteen votes, fifteen minutes, without making
some egregious, blunders:"-

"Done!" said the traveller, who rejoiced at the
idea of paying the landlord's charges so easilv;
"and I will begin at once."

' '

So faying, he took out his watch, and noted
the time.hum planting himself firmly againstthe walU with his lace toward the door, he as¬
sumed a jook of <rreat determination, zs if he had
undertaken au unpleasant job, but was resolved
.ogo through with it at all hazards, and com¬
menced pronouncing in a loud, clear voice, withdue emphasis and discretion, the cabalistic words
thirteen votes, thirteen votes, thirteen votes'

'

In the raeaiunno, Mr. Martin, not dreamin- of

.ho U^UjUUf d.e d.w, h« hUin,
words, "ihirleiiii vo.es, thirteeu v.u-s, .hirfocn
vo os, pronounced and will, a fa,.. trembiinjMill, passion, and u.ll, fury slronl;lv imiimwd
oil his rubiesnd visage, lie abruptly "entered the
bar-room to contiont the man who dared thus
trifle with his feelings, and attempt to overwhelm
him with insult.

His eve, beaming with wrath, fell upon the
stranger, who regarded his withering glances
with the most provoking indifference.and who
paused not ;t moment in his recitation, but con¬
tinued to repeat the maddening words, "thirteen
votes, thirls votes, thirteen votes."

I he indignant Martin next caught a sight of
Mr. Smith s countenance, convulsed with laugh¬
ter. "What is themeaning of this, sir?" said ho
m a voice of,thunder. But the only replv he re¬
ceived, was from the mouth of the stranger,
u ho, with the most irritaimgr pertinacity, eon-
t.nucd to bawl, pven louder limn before, "thirteen
rofes, thirteen votes, tl>irteen vote*:"

Martin then advanced toward the stranger his
fume absolutely quivering with rage, -Who arc

von,scoundrel!" demanded l,c, tu the mo* nupr
rious manner, "and how dare yon msttll me

*TtojL*r thought the rage Of Martinvva,
counterfeited. and a rate of. tamtth a to ^wager.and the answer to this I' .®"10"' ,,thir.out i. a still louder voice than bcrore. w",
teen votes, thirteen votes, thirteen vo cs.

"1 will not nut up with this insult. sereaiucu.
Martin, doubling up his fist, and putting himsel
iU *-'niMe'en votes, thirteen votes, thirteen votes,"
vociteralod the ..ringer, at the top ol h, lungs.

"If vou repeat those worda again* I w ill knocl
vou down, you rascal! said the infuriated Mar
tin, with a howl of desperation.

^^The stranger felt indignant being <u i

ibis rude and unceremonious manner, but was de-led to win the wager; and rai.tng uavmee,
bawled with the lungs ol a stcntor,
votes! thirteen votes! thirteen vote.-.
"Take that, then! for your insolence! shriek-

anger and agony, took the sound ol lluru.cn
votes, thirteen votes, thirteen votes.

Highly exasperated at what he conceived to be
1
a base and unfair contrivance to cheat lum out ol
the wager, the stranger rose in a great dudgton,
still exclaiming in a"voicc which a boatswain in

a hurricane might have envied, " h>';e. ' jthirteen votes! thirteen votes! and fell pell n.tll

upon poor Martin, pounding him without mnr y
.im\ bellowing out between every blow,

1 teen votes! thirteen votes! thirteen votes!
The traveller finally kicked Martin out of the

Iroom, and as he closed the door upon the n-ll.Pkv illegal voter, he looked at his watch-saw
I that 'the fifteen minutes had already
gave a loud and exulting shout ^ (VppJ\vol;s!H Thirteen Votes !!!! 1 H1R I EEN
VOTES!".!!" which made the welkin ring again,

k exhausted in the chair, and claimed his wa-san

ijor.

A MONSTER OV THE FIRST WATER.
The Boston Times has a marvelalmostas wonder¬

ful as the Moon Hoax, though we wou d by no

means sav there is as little reality in it. I he 1 nnes
!savs "Robert Lincoln, Esq., Agent ol the Mew
York 'Western Lumber Company, has just re-
turned from the Saint Peters River, near the head
of steamboat navigation, on the upper Mississip¬
pi, brining with him a livingAmerican Ourang-\ outan&or Wild Man of the Woods, with two
small cubs,supposed to be about three months old.

s The paper then goes on to give all the par-
liculars of the capture of this strange bestial, and
of his transportation to the good city of Boston.
Mr Lincoln appears to have been very much ol
Stephano's opinion, when that ingenius gentle¬
man first found Caliban. "If 1 can catch him
and keep him tame" thought Mr. Lincoln, "and.
.ret to Boston with him***.he shall pay lor him
that hath him, and that roundly." And accord¬
ingly, we learn from the Times that it is the in¬
tention of Mr. Lincoln to exhibit the creature a

few days to "the scientific" and then to dispose
of him to some person for exhibition. It seems
that there are certain "Cubs" taken at the samel
time, which will be exhibited with the "monster;
from which circumstance we are very much m-

I clined to suppose that he is either a Rocky Mouu-j
tain bear or a Broadway dandy. The description

i is about equally applicable. Many rate we hopeULr. Lincoln will bring his newly discovered dain-I lv to this city, and let us see whether we cannot"match him on some sunny day, somewhere be¬
tween Trinity and St. Paul's churches. I he
following is the description of the Times:
"Bv invitation of Mr. Lincoln, who is an old

acquaintance, we went down to his rooms to ex¬
amine this monster. He is a horrid looking crea¬

ture, and reminds us very strongly of the fabled
satyrs, as we have pictured them to our mind..Vie is' about eight feet three inches high, when
standing erect, and his frame is of giant propor¬
tions in eve'ry part. His legs are not straight,
but like tiiose of the dog and other four-footed
'animals, and his whole body is covered with a{ hide very much like that of a cow. His aims

(are very large and long, and ill-proportioned. It
does not appear from his manner that he has ever
walked upon "all fours." The fingers and toes

'are mere bunches, armed with stout claws. Hisj head is covered with thick, coarse, black hair,
like the mane of a horse. The appearance oft |,is countenance, if such it may be called, is verydisgusting.nav, almost horrible. It is covered! with a thinner and lighter coat of hair than the
rest of his body; there is no appcarance of eyc-1 brows or nose;"the mouth is very large and wide,
and similar to that of a baboon. His eves are

quite dull and heavy, and there is no indication
of cunning or activity about them. Mr. Lincoln
savs he is"beyond dispute carniverous, as he uni-j versa 11y rejects bread and vegetables, and eats
flesh with great avidity. He thinks he is ol the
ourang outang species; but from what little we

i have seen, we are inclined to consider him a wild
animal, somewhat resembling a man: He is, to
sav the least, one of the most extraordinary crea¬
tures that has ever been brought before the pub¬
lic, from any part of the earth, or the waters un¬
der the earth, and wn believe, will prove a diffi¬
cult puzzle to the scientific. Ho lies down like
a brute, and does not appear to possess..more, in*
*ti'.ict than common domestic animals. He is
now quite tame and quiet, and is only contiued by
a stout chain attached to his legs.

_This is the first creature of the kind, we be-ilieve, ever found on this continent. It was to be
expected, however, thatin penetrating the remote
recesses of the new world, monsters would be
found, and great natural curiosities brought to
light; and it has been a matter of surprise to ma-
iny, that so little of the marvellous has ever beeni discovered. But we cannot tell what the wilds of| the far Northwest, the shores of Lake Superior,the regions of the Rocky Mountains, and the vast
territory of the Oregon, may yet bring forth."

Ihn't uiastc the Steam..It is stated that a
steam ferry-boat, which plies on the Alton (111.)ferry, having moit power in her engine than re¬
quired, the proprietors have attached a pair olburr mill stones to her, with which, the Tele¬
graph says, while crossing the ferry and mu¬
lling off steam, she is enabled to grind about one
hundred bushels of fine meal per day.
A gentleman from Franklin, in the vt;ry worst

stage°of the silk fever, went into Banks' Arcade
yesterday afternoon with a friend. So engaged
were they in talking about slips, silk worms, <fcc.
<tc., they, entirely forgot the object of their visit
until the bar-keeper asked them 'what they would
take?' ,(iive us a couple of glasses ot mortis
miilticaulis,'' said the enthusiastic silk speculator.'We have none,' returned the bar-keeper, 'but we
have as £ood orgeat as any in the placc.'.Pic.

[/a in the Brands CWidyoudcnt of th» Atw Yurie &ur.J
THE FIELD OF WATERLOO.

It may amuse you to receive a letter written,
it not actually on the field of Waterloo, at least
within sight of it. From Brussels to Waterloo is
hut a pleasant drive, anil 1 now only wonder that
1 have not been here long ago. But, to tell the
truth, I do not like visiting any show place in a

crowd, and having steadily resisted all invitations
to form one of a party hither, have come by
myself.the advantage is, that I am not likely to
quarrel with my company.

I am now quarteied for the night at a village
Inn, (the Hotel des Colonics*) in the village of
St. John, (St. Jean,) which was within the Eng¬
lish lines on the great day, which swept Napo¬
leon from the throne. It is nearly 24 years since
that event took place, and it is exactly 18 years
'rom this very day that the fettered eagle died in
that island which was the prison, and is the migh-
ty monument to his immortal memory. 1 have
dined or rather supped offajoihlnf ros-bif, ac¬

companied with a pleasant cider, which is as

much up as English champagne, and with a bot¬
tle of passable claret, and a cheroot, it is hard if a

man cannot get on very well. But I have an
hour or so to spare.and here it goes to bestow
my tediousness on thee!

Travellers have told the world over and over

again, how the field of Waterloo was. I think
you had as well learn how it is. Changed
enough, God knows. Cultivation has done
something to effect this change, but villanous bad
taste, and royal vain-glory, have done the rest..
In the plain, the Dutch erected a huge mound,

I shaped like a cone, on which they placed a Bel-
Igio lion. This hillock was actually made, to
mark the spot where the Prince of Orange was

wounded. And to do the matter thoroughly,
about twenty feet of the soil were levelled away
to some extent; thus changing the very character
of the scene of battle! The localities are thus
destroyed. You read an account of the battle,
and when you visit the scene of action, you can¬

not understand how the battle was fought, and
you wonder why you cannot. The French cav¬

alry were checked in their advance by* the rough¬
ness ol the ground.the mound manufacturer has
cleared it all away. A bank sheltered the Eng¬
lish cavalry from the deadly sweep of the French
guns.the bank is taken away. The English
troops for hours sustained the attack of the French
in one commanding position.that has been
shovelled away! All this has been done to tell
that a Dutch Prince was wounded on the field.

Besides, to say nothing of the strong chance
of the Belgians or French, forcibly removing this
monument of vanity, it is already decaying. Eve¬
ry fall of rain brings down a part of it. Nature
is getting an ascendancy over art. The guard,
whose locale is at the foot of this hillock, finds

lit difficult to keep any thing like an ascent of
stairs for the visitors. To crown all, the Belgians
(who do not like the Prince of Orange), are re¬

solved that the lion (cast at Cockrell's foundry in
1817) shall be demolished.
From the place where this poor lion stands,

you command a good view of the Field of Wa¬
terloo; but the only way is to traverse it on foot
as I did this blessed day, under the ciceroneship
of one Cotton, formerly sergeant-major in the 7th
Hussars. The best elevated view is from such an

observatory as was occupied by Napoleon durimr
ihc battle. .

b

The wood ofPoignes is rapidly vanishing. The
owners are cutting it down every year. The
Duke of Wellington has an estate" here, (as
Pnncc of W aferloo,) and he also is cutting down
his timber. By and by, when Belgium falls info
the possession of France or the Prussians, or is
again joined to Holland, it will be some revenue
to have cut down every stick in the country!

°

Hougomont is becoming a ruin.but then, as a
set off, the willow over the Marquis of Amdesea's
amputated leg is very flourishing. George IV.
visited Waterloo when on the Continent in Sep-
tember, 1821, and is said to have contemptuously
smiled at the idea of a gorgeous monument over
the said leg. !t was ostentatious vanity to have
put such a thing there.the more inexcusable as
the Marquis of Anglesea is a man of undoubted
valor.
There are numerous guides, but Cotton is the

best. The natives insist that the Dutch won the
battle, and blame Cotton (who was present and
very severely wounded) for affirming that the
Duke of Wellington and his troops had some
share in the victory. The Prussians say that
Blucher was the conqueror. The French say
as little about the matter as they can.

^ inters to Waterloo are tormented, as I was,
by hordes of people offering relics for sale. There
are bits of red and blue cloth, buttons, flints,
helmet ornaments, and so on. Now these, with¬
out exception, are manufactured relics. They
are all made at Brussels. Avoid them as if they
wore infectious. You may pick up a relic yet.
I found one bulletin the middle of a lump of clay.
Of human relics there remain many. The

bones of the dead are perpetually turned up by
the plough. 'They say that the field of Waterloo
has been remarkable for its fine eorn since the
battle. The year after the fight, the corn all
came up of dark green.human gore had made
the land much loo rich.

All the maps, except Sergeant-Major Cotton's,
are wrong. I mean all sold at the hotels at St.
Jean, or by the native guides. They are all
turned the wrong way, so that the French and
English occupy, on the maps, different sjdes to
those occupied bv them on the field. This is a

'.light difference.
I believe it is not generally known that, in the

autumn of 1811, as the Duke of Wellington was

passing over Waterloo, he was struck with the
aspect of the place. "This," said he, "is the
very spot I would choose on which to fight a

pitched battle for the liberties of Europe." He
even remained a day at Mont St. Jean, and care¬

fully examined the place. No doubt this obser¬
vation was of essential service to him on June 18.
1815.
As for accommodation at St. Jean, at present, I

need not say much. It is quite as good as can be
expected, and at the Hotel de3 Colonnes (a little
public house despite its high sounding name), I
can only say that there is good coffee, pretty tole¬
rable ros bif, passable wine, and the prettiest lit¬
tle Belgic beauty that ever smilod behind a bar.
while pretty Catharine remains at the Hotel des
Colonnes, I conscientiously recommend all trav¬
ellers not to go to the rival hostelry, 'yclept the' .

Hotel de la Couronc. People should admire Na¬
ture and her works, and a pretty woma i is surely
the best of them!

Coincidence..Mr. Van Buren's head gard¬
ener-.-we dont weau his friseur.and the Gover-
'ii°r .

^io, receive precisely the same salary.
^ ondcrful, aint it..X O. ric. '

Mr. Weld, eilluk of the N. Y. Despatch, tells
a story in as rich and quaint a style as any lord
of the quill we wot of. For example:
'Widower Smith's wagon stopped one morn¬

ing before widow Jones door, and he .,e
usual country signal that he wanted somebody in

the house, by dropping the reins and sitting dou¬

ble, with his elbows on his knees. Out trtppc
the widow, lively as a cricket, with a tremen¬

dous black ribbon on her snow-white cap. oo

morning was soon exchanged on both sii es, ant

the widow waited for what was lurther to i

said.
, ,'Well, Ma'am Jones, perhaps you uon t want

to sell one of your cows, no how, for nothing,
any how, do you?'

?Well,there, Mister Smith, you could nothave
spoken my mind better. A poor lone woman
like me does not know what to do with so many
creatures, and 1 should be glad to trade it we can
fix it.'
So they adjourned to the meadow. Farmer

Smith looked at Roan.then at the widow.at
the Downing cow.and at the widow.at Brin-
dle.and then at the widow again.and so on

through the whole forty, The same call was
made every day for a week, but Farmer Smith
could not decide which cow he wanted. At
length, on Saturday, when Widow Jones was in
a hurry to get through her baking for Sunday.
and had 'ever so much' to do in the house, as nil
farmers' wives and widows have on Saturday, she
was a little impatient. Fanner Smith was as ir¬
resolute as ever.

'That 'ere Downing Cow is a pretty fair crc-
tuv.but' he stopped to glance at the widow s

face, and then walked round her.not the widow,
but the cow.

'That 'ere short horn Durham is not a bad look¬
ing beast, but I don't know'.another look at the
widow.

'The Downing cow 1 knew before the late
Mr. Jones bought her.' Here he sighed at the
allusion to the late Mr. Jones, she sighed, and
both looked at each other. It was a highly inter¬
esting moment.

'Old Roan is a faithful old milch, and so is

Brindle.but 1 have known better.' A long stare
succeeded this speech.the pause was getting
awkward, and at last Mrs. Jones broke out.

'Lord! Mr. Smith, if I'm the cow you want,
do say so!'
The intentions of the widower Smith and the

widow Jones were duly published the next day,
as is the law and custom in Massachusetts; and
as soon as they were 'out published,' they were

married.

What would Dr. Johnson say ?.We publish¬
ed amongst our miscellaneous scraps on Wednes¬
day, an extract from the London Quarterly, in
which it is indirectly asked, what would Dr.
Johnson have said, if he had been told, sixty
years ago, that the tiny volume of steam issuing
from the spout of his black iron teakettle was a

power competent to rebuke the waves, and set
even the hurricane at defiance ? The learned
Doctor has himself answered the question of the
learned reviewer in an article in the "Adventurer,"
of October 16, 1783:
"Men unaccustomed to reason and researches

think every enterprise impracticable, which is ex¬
tended beyond common effects, or comprises
many intermediate operations. Many that pre¬
sume to laugh at projectors would consider a

flight through the air in a chariot, and the move¬
ment of a mighty engine by the steam of water,
as equally dreams of mechanic lunacy, and would
hear with equal negligence of the union of the
Thames and Severn by a canal, a the scheme
of Albuquerque, the Viceroy of the Indies, who
in the rage of hostility had contrived to make
Egypt a barren desert, by turning the Nile into
the Red Sea."
The Thames and Severn are united by a canal,

and the movement of a mighty engine by the
steam of water is no longer a novelty. It is well
said by the Newark Advertiser : "Let.men take
a lesson from their amazement at the past and
present, and cease to prophesy against the fu¬
ture."

Lawful Hevenge..Many years since, a gen¬
tleman of Newington, a parish of Wethersfield,
Conn., who was a very religious and conscien¬
tious man, married one of the most ill-natured
and troublesome women which could be found in
the vicinity. This occasioned a universal sur¬

prise wherever he was known; and one of his
neighbors ventured to ask him the reasons which
governed his choice, lie replied, that having
but little trouble in the world, he was fearful of
becoming too much attached to things and sense,
and he thought by experiencing some afflictions,
he should become, more weaned from the world,
and that he married such a woman as he thought
would accomplish this object.
The best part of the story is, that the wife,

hearing the reasons why he married her, was
much offended, and, out of revenge, became one
of the most pleasant and dutiful wives in the
town; declaring that she was not going to be made
a pack-horse to carry her husband to heaven..
Madisonian.

The Future..It is perhaps for others, rather
than ourselves, that the fond heart requires a

hereafter. The tranquil rest.the shadow and
the silence.the mere pause of the wheel of life,
have no terror for the wise, who know the due
value of the world.

"Alter the billows of a sea,
Sweet is at least the haven of repose."

But not when that stillness is to divide us from
others, when those we have loved with all the
passion.the devotion.the watchful sanctity of
the weak human heart, are to exist to us no more
.when after long years of desertion, and widow¬
hood on earth, there is to be no hope or re-union
in that invisible'world beyond the stars; when the
torch, not of life only, but of love, is to be
quenched in the fountain; and the grave that we
would fain hope is the great restorer of broken
ties.is but the dumb seal of hopeless, utter, in¬
exorable separation; and it is this thought.this
sentiment which makes religion out of love, and
teacheth belief to the mourning heart, that in
gladness of united affections, is felt the necessityof a heaven! To how many i« the death of the
beloved, the birth of Faith.*j.Jiulwer.

Poorly raid.'.Some lovc-siek serenadercaught it the other night while serenading a ladyin Carondelet stfect. Ifc had sung but one
verse of "Wake, dearest, wake!" when, sure
enough, she did wake, and gave him the bestkind of evidence of it by throwing a pitcher of
water, pitcher and all, upon his head. The next
time lie serenades in that quarter, we opine he
will give his flame a verse of "Sleep on, sleepon," Arc. Arc., for fear of consrqucnccs!.Pic.

J1 Substitute..-Gen. Daniel, passing by a sen¬
tinel at Portsmouth, the fellow complained that he
wanted a pair of shoes;.'Tis fit that you, sir,
should have a pair,'said the General. There¬
upon he takes a piece of chalk and draws out a

pair of shoes upon the sentry box.'There's a

pair of shoes for you,' said he, and goes away.
His back was no sooner turned than the soldier
chalks out a man standing sentinel, and then goes
his way. The General presently after was sur¬

prised to meet the fellow in the street, and in¬
quired with several threats how he came to leave
his post ?

'Sir,' said he, 'I am relieved.' 'Relieved?
that's impossible, at this time of day. Who hus
relieved you?' 'One that will not leave his post,
I'll swear,' replied the soldier. Hereupon the
old General goes with him to the place. 'There,
sir,' says the fellow, 'if I am to look upon this as

a good pair of shoes, you must own that this is
likewise a very good sentinel.'

The world is round.and, like a ball, seems
swinging in the air..'I remember well,' says
Tom, 'thatcircumstance.my uncle, when I come
irom school, asked me, among many other ques¬
tions, if the 'arth was round.'

'Yes, sir,' I replied. 'The world is round,
and, like a ball, seems swinging in the air.'

'I don't believe it,' said he, 'Scripter don't say
so. Scripter tells about the four winds from the
four corners of the earth, and that's proof enough
that the world's four square. And the sun doth
set and rise, or our eyes lie. Now I believe the
sun sets in a hole in the ground, and rises up
through a hole on the other side, and that the sky
is solid and round, and the world's four square
and flat-footed.'

'What supports the earth?' I inquired.
'Pillars,' said my uncle, triumphantly. 'I've

always heard 'em say,' replied my uncle, 'that a
little larmn is a dangerous thing. Go, ask your
aunt Polly.

J

'Now, uncle,' said I, 'hang a pumpkin to the
ceiling, and daub it over with molasses; and when
you see the flies gathered around it, imagine that
it is the world, and the flies its inhabitants.'

^That's the way it works, is it? Well, Tom,
is it a fact that the Chinese walk with their feet
fernenst our feet, and their heads down?'

'Yes, sir.'
'And is it a fact that the Devil's fire-works are

right under the earth?'
'Yes, sir.'
'Well, I wonder if the cursed Chinese aint

bothered a good deal with the smoke?'
[Cincinnati News.

N5^r ^KS.Tfie Spirit of the East, or a Journa
^ nltT ve's Roumeli during a eventful period,by D Urquart, Esq. in 2 vols 12mo. K

Sterling Penrudock or the Highminded, by the author
01 1 remain, De Vere, &c. in if vols.

Evira, the Nabob'* Wife, a tale by Mrs. Monkland
& vols.

'

Conversations on Nature and Art, with plates 1 vol
Just received for sale at GARRET ANDERSOY
Pennsylvauia Avenue, between 11th and 12th streets'

mar Zo»

B°T\tvu?5t?1E1N,S 8P.ri7g~^d-sumi^-
on . IT-;, 18 ('a3r received and for sale.

twilled Colored sumB1er cloths, plain and
10 do striped and plain lasf/ngs
50 do plain and fancy drillings100 do plain and striped cotton jean
50 do Georgia nankeen, genuine
36 do Marseilles silk and satin vestings

Also, 50 doz. white, brown, and mixed cotton half hose
15 do English and spun silk
Gum and cotton braces, silk handkerchiefs

411 r u' k'£' 8il,k' and ,inen R'oves» &c. &c
All of which will be offered at the lowest rates
n .< ,

JAMES B. CLARKE.

ap 20
° C arket' and No¦ 2 from 8tt» street.

GENTLEMENS' WEAR.
Just received,
20 pieces crape-faced Summer Cloths
50 do heavy white Drillings
H d.° "ch bUck and figured Silk Vestings

'

20 do handsome colored Drillings
raaJ' 4 BRADLEY & CATLETT.

£°OPER'SAMERICAN ISINGLASS.-A n^wfoTm^ of ismg ass, perfectIV /rep from Y .
orrrj

third .he col, of'L rZiT l7 di.fetLwvT
quiring not more than ten minutes to prepare SmlTblancmange, soups, &c. and for this pErpoL is wtliadapted for family use, forming the cheapeffSLIrt h J

TODD'S Drug Store

TJAINTS AMD GLASS..
Wetheriirs pure white lead, in oil
Lnglish linseed oil
Ground verdigris, in assorted tins
Spirits of turpentine
Hl.y lOand 10 by 12 Western RlasN low pricedashington and Waterford glass, of assorted sue

Just received at
mar 23TODD'S Drug Store.

OPRING GOODS, NEW AND CHEP..The sub

12 "Tya-fitr- .¦'"e-blacksilk. mr.,.
» £ f"chil"-

s
50 do shirting and collar linens, warrented puri10 do handsome mousselines, de laities
Superfine damask tablecloths
Heavy table diaper, bird's-eye and huckaback towell-
Long-cloth shirtings and sheatings^olored cambrics, Zelia scarfs and handkerchiefsCambric and jaconet muslins

'"""cruets

Hook, Swiss mull do
Linen-cambrics and lawns

C ashmere cloths lor riding dresses
oballey and mousseline shawls, &c.
011 cloths, brown hollands
Marseilles quilts and toilet covers
Burlaps, blown German and French linensCap ribands, bonnet wire, &c200 dozen women's cotton and silk hosieryThf.«.t.i«.Tp^,^XWttrThr7assortment of seasonable 2. k ¦ . 8ubs5"ber'»

oiler preat inducements. JAMES^'Vl'Oqg-ta Centre Mark.,, and

MOUSSELT5E~5ElHSEr

f.
" "V* e"bSrt.rM,i"«J* L>""

m,'A °"'e SU,'I>I)' "f F".h work.
£_ BRADLE V & CATLETT.

FOR SPRING..
.12 ]'TCS ^h,te Drilli"6» (London make).450 do. colored do.

22 do. fine Bombasins.

MaTo.6(1 by BRADLEY & CATLETT.

^M/"IDE SHEETINGS..Just received.
? ? 50 pieces 10-4 and 11-4 wide sheetings, whichwill be sold by the piece unusually cheap.
-Ap. 6. BRADLEY &, CATLETT.

r USTRINGS, SILKS, AND POULT DE SOIE.Lj We have just received and will sell at reduced price?)20 pieces handsome blue black Poult de Soie50 do black Italian Lustrings, very cheap100 do 4-4 French Chintz
'/no do French Muslins and Lawns.May 11. BRADLEY k CATLETT.


